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Waffle 


"Junior, no! 

"Why not?!" | demand. 

"Just no!" 

| found him huddled down amongst the dumpsters on Hollywood Boulevard, a mess of ginger and white fur and 
big amber eyes. He was only a couple of months old at the most, terrified and lost. With no tag, I'd assumed 
he was one of the strays that wandered the area. Cats dumped by their owners, ones who'd run away, and 
those who'd forever lived on the highways and byways of the area. Whichever it was, the large drag of road 
was a dangerous place to be. 

Holding him out, | said, "Look at him!" 

Dave didn't look. 


"Look! Would you like to be this young and be out on the streets?!" 


Again, Dave didn't respond. Holding the tiny cat close, | stomped off to the bathroom and slammed the door 
shut. 


Clasped against my chest, the kitten purred. At least he was happy, seemingly unaware that his fate could be 
down to the local rescue shelters. Trying to fight back the tears that stung my eyes, | filled the grimy sink 
with lukewarm water and a drop of shampoo. The tiny cat's fur was dirty and matted. | didn't want to know 


what with what. 


Turning him over, | searched for wounds. His purring only got louder. He knew | wasn't going to hurt him. That | 


was only trying to help. Those large, yellow eyes looked up at me and | swear | saw him smile. 


Sitting on the toilet, | balanced him on my knee. He held still as | gently cleaned him with a wash cloth that had 


seen better days. When | was done, | gently toweled him dry before once more holding him against me. 
He purred and mewled, his small sounds going straight through me. They warmed my heart and made me feel 
a little better. Yet | still couldn't let go of the thought that I'd have to let him go. Maybe, later, when I'd 


calmed down, | 'd get in my crappy van and drive him to the shelter. 


In my mind, I'd already named him. | could see him growing up with us. Playing on the couch and, later on, 


sleeping on, curled up against the cushions. 


The kitten began to crawl up my shirt. When he curled up on my shoulder, my body shook. When he licked my 


ear, | let out a deep, shuddering sob. 

| don't know how long | sat on that toilet, one hand resting against the kitten's tiny body as | cried. He never 
stopped purring. Never stopped licking me. He just curled closer and tighter until he was nestled against my 
neck. He knew. Knew that soon we'd be parted, never to see each other again But, for a few moments, we were 
together. Friends and kindred souls in a big city miles away from home. 

There was a knock at the bathroom door. "David?" 

"What?" 

"About the cat," Dave said. 


| sighed and gave the kitten a stroke. "I know. I'll take him to the shelter in a minute." 


Silence falls again and the cat mewls in my ear. | feel my heart break and my throat tighten, more tears 


threatening to fall. 


"Not that," Dave says. "| was wondering what you were going to call him." 


My heart stills and slowly | get to my feet. Is this another of his sick jokes? The ones he likes to pull when l'm 


at my most vulnerable? 


Opening the bathroom door, | look into his face. Yet there's no malice there. No hidden humour dancing through 
his eyes. For once, Dave looks calm and peaceful. 


He nods to the kitten on my shoulder. "What are you going to call him?" 
"| don't understand," | reply. 


Biting his lip, Dave looks away for a moment, spirals of red hair falling into his eyes. "I want you keep the cat. 


He makes you happy. And | want you to be happy.’ 
"You're kidding, right? This is one of your jokes?" 
He looks at the floor and shakes his head. "No, no joke. But | want to know his name so | can get him a collar." 


My heart flutters at his words and | place a hand on his shoulder. "You'd do that? You'd sacrifice something in 
your own life to help something that can't help itself?" 


Dave nods and | feel my chest tighten. Stepping up to him, | brush the hair from his cheek and gently kiss him. 


"Waffle," | reply. "His name's Waffle." 


